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DORA'S CHILDRBN.

A SEQl'EL TO THE DARKENED CASEMENT."

BV GRACE ORKKNWOOD.

LOUSE PRESTON.

Of all Dors'* childr.a, none eUan*J i«

in passing from childhood to maturity, m Louis*.

She wan a pair, sad child when her mother left

her.plain, and quite uninteresting to a casual

observer, except as a look of Buffering and languor
might excite a brief feeling of hal/-pitiftil

interest. Yet, though exceedingly dedicate, the

child had no positive disease in her constitution
" * * *" wlmAa» diffi.

but she had unroriunaie nanus, . .

cult to eradicate. Slender and weak-chested, she

had not strength to sit ereot at her writing or

books, bat would bend over them, hour after hour,
utterly lost to all around her.for, with an intellect

far beyond her years, Btudy was her one absorbingpassion.
Captain Preston did not begin by lecturing his

shy and pensive little girl, or abruptly prohibiting
which were her jreateet joy in life,

lie kindly strove to make her needful labors

lighter oy studying and reading with her, 70*
often interrupted Panllne and herself, in the
midst of a lesson or an exercise, by proposing a

ride or a ramble. Pauline, full of bounding life,
yiMiovjours prete, but Louise, at the first, set forth
with visible though unexpressed reluctance. Not
that she had no love for Nature, but that she enjoyed

it best quietly and alone. She liked to steal

out, after a day of study, to the sea-shore, seat

herself upon some craggy rook, and watch the
moon rise from the water. The dark magnificence

of the scene, the loneliness of the shore,
the clouds and the lights of heavrn, the Blow

upward march of the moon.and, more than all,
the swelling and moaning of the eea, impressed
her with wondrous power.intoxicated her, it

might almost be said, with sublimity.so filled
her soul, that she took no note of time, and when
she found herself at home, she scarce knew how,
she would creep to her bed, chilled and exhausted,

wondering that she felt no better for her little
stroll. She lored the woods also, but when there,
cared only to lie on some mossy bank, and gaze upward,watching the sunbeams struggling through
the thick leaves, the blithe squirrels leaping from
branch to branch, and the gleaming flight of the
birds.to let her soul float from her, and lose herself

in sad, but delioions reveries.
Gradually, and without apparent design, her

father changed all this.made her ooean-visitings
the timee for active physical exercise.so filled
her hands with shells and mosses, se tired her
little h'.'man feet with elamhering over racks,
that her soul forgot to overload itself with enb-
iirae thougnis. tie cnangea ner siow, souwry
meditative strolls into pleasant, social rambles.
often somewhat childish and idle, but newer

wholly objectless. There were always to be
Bought some flower or shrub, berries, nuts, ferns,
wild graavM. or many-oelored autumn leaves.
Captain Preston had more difficulty in overcomingthe natural timidity of Louise, and gettingher heartily in love with such sports as

ridiug and boating. But, finally, this good work
was also accomplished.Louise became a graceful
and fearless horsewoman, while at rowing she
might hare rivalled Ellen Douglas herself.

Captain Preston was not alone the counsellor
and guide, bat the companion, the confidant, the
dear, intimate friend of all his children; yet we
can scarce wonder that he felt a deep, peouliar
tenderness for that " poor little girl," of whom
her dying mother said, "She lies nearest my
heart," or that he gave himself with tireless devotionto tho work of her moral and physical
training And great was his reward I sweet beyondexpression his happiness, when, as the years
went hy, and the child grew into womanhood, he
taheld the pale cheek flush, the dim eye brighten,
the cold lips redden and grow full, aud that slight
and angular figure round into grace and symmetry.At nineteen, though still small, Louise was

really beautiful in form.her chest being finely
expanded, her neck and arms as plump as those
of a Hebe, and the poise and oarriage of her head
being peculiarly spirited and graceful.
The beauty of her face remained an open question,though no one denied to it rare loveliness

of expression Her features were not quite regular.hernose was a thought too abort, and her
forehead a thought too low, perhape.her mouth
drooped too ssdly at the corners, and there was
sometimes a half-suspicious, half-haughty carl of
the upper lip, neither gracious nor becoming; bat
her eyee and hair were nnquestionably beautiful
Ah! I never cm forget those large,deep,languid,vioiet eyes, so thickly shaded by dark, goldenlashes. Her hair also was golden, far lighter
than her mother's, but in texture and wavy abundmcevery like Dora's crowning glory. Louise,
however, was quite unconscious of its exceeding
bf-auty ; she never made much of it, and there
was little need.it made enough of itself. It
seemed that it might almost have folded Itself
i )ut hi r small Grecian head, in rich masses and
shining undulations, without the aid of oomb or
band.and if it escaped its slight confinement,
and came tumbling about her shoulders, you
would beg her never to put it up again, it fell in
f'lch a bounteous nhnwee nf » « -«.!»
of bright curls. Think of hslr of this rare has,and Urge, dreamy, dark-blue eyes! What a bewitchingcombination!

But the ides of her plainness had so taken possesionof the mind of Louise in her childhood,that now a young lady, though she knew herself
in better health and spirits, she was no prettier,in her own estimation, than of old. She comparedher ronnd, little figure, her bine eyee and fair
hair, with the toll, stately person, the splendiddark eyes and raven locks of her sitter, and pronouncedherself diminutive, insignifioant, Irredeemablyplain. Ah 1 little did she know that to
ome heart* " Mignmmif as her father sailedher, waa a sweeter and a dearer pretence than
the brilliant belle. In epite of the perfeot mould,the foroe and nobility of Pauline's (hoe, that of
I-ouise was capable of a yet higher beauty.theloveliness and the power of a heart of greater nativedeeps.the sodden glow, the intense, ineffablelight of geniue.which,pouring from her soul,wouid overflow her plain features till they seemedalmost transfigured.

* et though Louise was a sad unbeliever in-J»er
ow» attractiveness, and sver waived with wonder
end childish gratitude the love ef those nearest ,h«r, her own heart went eat to all areend hi

ndlcse tenderssea; the seemed tolls at the fretof h,r father, her brother,and her rioter, with the°ul of love and worship in her great eyas to""icipate aad to share their jeyt and sorrows*"k aa eiquisite, tearful sympathy. I

Pauline, while young, never quite comprehendedthe delicate, poetical mind of her eieter. with
its romance, its fair dream#, and strange fancies,
and the fine, etherial genius which seemed floatingabout her as a spirit, rather than taking form
in anything which ahe said or did.making her
so charmingly incomprehensible, that Pauline
laughed at, wondered at, and idolixed her.
The father alone fully understood her, from

having known and loved Dora.that sweet, frail
rose, who seemed to have breathed the very soul
of her sweetness into this last delicate bud. He
understood the dreamy, retiring sensitiveness of
his daughter, her modest distrust of herself, and
the sad, unconscious jealousy, which too often
weighed with a vague unhappiness on her heart.
Louise knew that she was overshadowed by

the striking beauty of her sister; but at this she
never repined, even in her isoet secret thoughtShegloried in it rather, and would have aaid.as
well might some little clover-blossom complain of
being shadowed by a rose-tree, hanging its
rich blossoms above Ler, and raining about her
wect aoenkd Veivoa.
But the effect of this overshadowing, and the

result of her own extreme humility, wae a timid
shyness, an ufftr disinclination for general sooiety.
This feeling was strengthened by the consciousnessof possessing few elegant accomplishments.
The neglect cf a fine talent for music, and a true

genius for painting and poetry, had been the penaltypaid for her admirable physioal training, her
nlpuniis*olilo Aiisa.fsoe lifn r\f Know i^Unnaa S«Kh

sketched a little, played less, danced passably, but
excelled in nothing, unless it was in a peculiar
style of singing, or rather of musical recitation, of a

slight, piano accompaniment, often improvised. It
was truly a great pleasure to listen to her at the
rare times when she could be prevailed upon to
recite. One never heard from her anything hack

yyedor commonoiaoe . sometimes she gavey,
quaint, delicious little songs, of which she alone
knew the autnorship.but ofetner she chose the
wildest lays and sweetest ballads of the great
masters of song, and her voice was as tender and
mournful, as deep, strong, and passionate, as the
poet's own heart, while her rapt face flushed and
paled with thoughts to whose full sweetness and
power the utmost music of the human voice can

give but broken expression.
This one accomplishment, or rather gift, which

might have been cultivated to a point of rare artisticexcellence, Louise lightly esteemed and seldomcould be wrought upon to " make a display
of her domestic music," as she called it, in society.
So it was that by many, even of her familiar
friends, the genius of Louise was quite unsuspected; so few had seen her faoe enh&loed by the raptureof music and song, or heard her voioe in all
its impassioned depth, its far-reaching swsetness,
and startling dramatic power.

About three years from their marriage, the StJohnshad removed to a pleasant oountryresidenoe
near the city of New Haven.a change which
promised well for Ernest's professional interests,
for a music-teacher the husband of oar proud Paulineoontinued to be. The little fortnne of his
wife was scarcely sufficient for their support; and
even had it been ample, Ernest possessed a spirit
of honest independence, which would have forbiddenan idle reliance npon it. I will not pay so

p~n>r a compliment to the love-intnitions of my
readers as to deem it needful to Mwure them that
the union 01 . J emmi, « plainly \n obedienceto the wise, direct, and irresistible instincts
of the heart, had thus far proved most happy and
harmonious.
Deeply could Ernest feel the meaning of those

lines which he loved often to read.the words
of the lover-husband in Tennyson's " Miller's
Daughter M.

" Loik through mine eyes with thine. True wife,
Konud my true heart thine urine entwine

M v other dearer life in life,
Look through my very soul with thine f "

And like that lover and his Alice, Ernest and
his Pauline beheld.

" The (till effectIon of the heart
Become en outwerU breethiug tpy«1'.

hut one of whom it it might not be said,
It " Into *tlllne*i pent again,
And left a want unknown before."

Their babe, their boy, their " little Ernest," lived
to unite in one rich inheritance the mother's onoa

proud and sparkling beauty, now softened with
love and shaded by thought, with the pure spiritualitywhich reposed depth ou depth in his
father's eyes, and the nobility which crowned his

foreheadPauline insisted on having Louise with her for
the first few months in her new home. During
the autumn, it happened that the sisters first becamewell acquainted with an aunt of their mother's,Mrs. Edwards,of Now York, who was spendingsome weeks in the city of Elms, on a visit to a

young son who had lately entered Yale. Mrs.
Edwards was that charming anomaly, a wealthy,
handsome, fashionable woman, with a fresh, kindly,and generous heart. She was a fine musioal
amateur, and soon appreciated Ernest and his
brilliant wife ; but somewhat piqued by the shynessof Louise, she cultivated her at first, from a

sort of curiosity, which finally deepened into a

sincere interest, in u the little muse," as she often
called her.
On her part, Louise soon forgot her reserve,

ceased to b« awed by the somewhat imposing
elegance of her kinswoman, and ended by loving
her most heartily. So complete was this captivation,that Mrs. Elwards had little difficulty in persuading

her young frieud to accompany her to

New York, there to spend the winter in her
family.
On the day succeeding her arrival, Louise

wrote thoa to her sister:
" 1 found onr friends living in a large, elegant

atone house, in Place, very far up town. I
thought we should never get there from the beat.
It waa about eight o'clock when we arrived, and
we went directly to the breakfast parlor. As
soon as we entered, Mrs. Edwards was surround'
ed and nearly hugged to death by the children,
the four youngest, all of whom are pretty, and
on# of whom 1 instantly elected as my sspecial
favorite.Kitty, tho loveliest oreature alive. Minglednp with the children, were no leaa than three
dogs.a fine Newfoundland and a brace of greyhounds,one of whioh, most delicately limbed and
pure white, reminded me of Miss Mitford's' Mayflower.'These oama thrusting tbsir long, slenderheads into their mistress's- hands, or laying
tham against her bosom, as sinoerely, if not as

totally, glad as their human playmates
" 1 think Mr. Edwards must be a good-natured,

humorous sort of a man, for all this time he had
been standing quietly on the hearth-rug, with a

happy ami Its apread over hit bale and haodsomf
f»e& At length ha aald.
"'Wall, if the ehlldren and doga are quite

through, I think I may take my turn'.and, throwinghit arma about hie laughing wife, kiaaed her
half a doien timea. 'Now, wall,' he cried, 'you
may take your chance.oome quick, or you'll looe
It!'

" The young lady thua addraaaad, Miaa Elinor
Starr Edwarda, annt'a only grown daughter, a
tall, alendar brnnatta, glided gracefully up to har
mother, and kiaaed har ohaak, mora quietly than
heartily, I thought Oh, ekrter, that In not the
way we ehould have kiaaed ear mother, had God
left her with an. I greatly fear I ehall never
lane Mice Elinor. 1aireduotloae to trangera are
alwayi fc.llihli tWn to me, yen know, Hi 1

got through with those which followed quite
bravely, I fancy. The breakfast passed off pleasantly,though the children were rather uproarious.
The lunch, too, was a nice, little, eocial gathering,to which we came with keen appetites after
our morning drive; but the dinner was less agreeableto me. We sat down at six, and did not rise
till nearly eight.none of the children were present,

except Master Harry, who, begging his fond
mamma's pardon, is rather pert.and the conversationwas principally about persons and things of
which 1 knew nothing After tea, which we took
about nine, a few familiar friends of the family
dropped in. The ladies were elegant in dress
and mnn*<er, but slightly insipid, I thought.the
gentlemen moustached, imperialixed, and otherwise' dandical.' Elinor sung and played with
immense applauae. She is a fine artistic performer,lint her singing does not approach our Paulines.

" My chamber has a pleasant lookout into the
Park, is handsomely and luxuriously furnished,
but is quits too l^rge and lofty fo> my simple
ideas of contort. And, then, the servants, who
are prowling about everywhere, have a way of
whisking every little trifle back into its plaoo,
' setting things to rights,' if you leave your room

for a moment, which gives you the notover-ple&santfeeling of being watched. Rut 1 suppose I
shall get used to this sort of life presently.
"There goes the breakfast bell. Elinor has

just been in to bid ine good morning, and bring
me a bunch of freshly-blown flowers from the
conservatory. I think I shall love that girl a lit-
tie, after all.but I dcn't believe she will ever

care for me.''
A few weeks later, Louise wrote as follows:
"You remember, dear Pauline, Mr. Walter

Edwards, Heidelberg-bound, who spent two or

three days with us at the time of Predeio's mar

riage. Well, he has returned home, having spent
the years since we saw him in Germany, Switzerland,Italy, Greece, T\iiTtey,-IV»«»iiue, England,
Sootlaud, and Ireland. He comes last from
France. But 1 must tell you of his arrival. He
had been expected for some time; but as he had
taken a fancy to come on a sailieg vessel, no one

knew at this seaaon of the year on what day to
look for him. Yesterday morniag. as the weatherwas unpleasant, and I felt very oomfortable in
the library, I respectfully declined accompanying
Mrs. Edwards on her calling tour.Ellen went
to riding school, and I was left quite alone. As I
was reading Browning's ' Blot in the 'Scutcheon,'
a glorious dramatic poem, I came upon an odd,
delicious love song, beginning.
There'i a women like x dew-drou.ebe'i no Durer then the

pureat.'
" I was seized with a desire to ting this in my

own odd way.so ran to the musio-room, opened
the piano, and set to work. I had some difficulty
at first, as the long lines and curiously-linked
words were rather unmanageable, but I finally
made an accompaniment which at least satisfied
myself. As I was pouring out the wild, passionatewords at the*top, or rather at the bottom, of
my voioe, for I was striving to give the deep, ferventtones of Mertoun, as, half-fearful of surprise,
he swings himself from the yew tree branches into
the oasement of Mildred, my rye was caught by a

reflection in a mirror opposite. 1 stopped singing
on the instant, turned, and saw, standing between
me and the open door, a tall, dark, very dark,
young man, with surly black hair, and a hugeBho*«tawAe. a ftir .*

cashmere waistcoat. Oh, dear, I shall never know
how long the fellow had been watching me! My
first impulse was to fly. I sprang up, and overturnedthe music stool at his feet. lie caught it,
returned it to its place, then, lifting his oap, introducedhimself as Walter Edwards.as though
there was any need of that!.and called me by
my name. Strange that he shonld recollect roe!
I was stammering out an explanation of my being
alone, with some oommonplaces of welcome, when
the children were let out upon him from the
nureery.and in the mHte I happily made my es-

cape to my chamber, wherein I remained until
near dinner time.
" To-day we have had a dinner-party, oompoeed

principally of family friends and some fellow passengersof Mr. Walter Edwards.or rather Doctor,as he brings that title with him from Heidelberg.It was quite a little congress of nations.
We had two Qermans, one a baron and the other
a real live count, a Frenchman, an Italian, and a

Spaniard I I hope that our good cousin really
liked these various gentlemen.did not choose his
guests in order to show off his own acquirements
as a linguist. It is most true that he spoke fluentlywith each in his vernacular, and had the air
of an every-day familiarity with every known
tongue. How_L wished that papa were present, to
touch him up on the Chinese! I think that would
have posed him. As for poor, stupid me, I could
hardly muster French enough to keep up a little
neoeesary conversation with the lively Parisian
artist at my side.
"In truth, Dr. Walter Edwards is a very fine

person.a grand person, I should even say.one
who has done full justioe to his native talent and
admirable opportunities. I admire him, certainly,
but I doabt whether I shall ever come near
ananw' Ia ktm e\ IiWa kSm If tea Kaantifn) la aaa
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Ellnoi* worship of her stately brother.not that
she says or does much, but she look» unmixed
idolatry. I do love that girl I I hare found that
she is not cold at heart.only quiet in her demon-
strations. 1

" I suppose we are now in for a round of par-
ties. I never oan learn to enjoy them, never can

think one, with its glare and crash, its dainties
and polkas, anything but a magnificent bore "

A week or two later, Louise wrote:
u Lo, a marvel * cousin ft alter has shaved off'

his moustache !.his black, silky moustache, and
all to please his mother. There was no help for
it. Aunt Edwards actually limited his kisses to '

the back of her hand, and kept him on a short
allowance at that Elinor will never have done 1

grieving for the lose of this badge European, and
I at first thought Walter did not look ae well (

without it; but I now aee that it ooDoealed one of
the greatest beauties of his faoe.the short, delicatelycut upper lip, with its peculiar tremulous '

play. 1

"The opera hae opened, with Tereea-Truffi, a

young Milanese, I believe, as Prima Donna. Mr
Edwards has a boi, and laot night we all went to
aee Lttcrrzia Borgia. On another J^et 1 send
yon my muaioal impreeeions. I have only to give
here a few trifle* for your Indulgent eye alone.
" When I was dressing for this opera, I was

sadly out of heart. I knew that it was a plaoe
where people were expected to look brilliant, and
yon know brillianoy is not predsely my forts. For
the first time in my life, 1 felt dissatisfied with my
wardrobe.it is so very poor oompsred with Elinor's.andmy little jewelry-box I shut in despairFinally, I fixed on my dress of India muslin,

with the slight embroidery.you remember
it I looped np the sieves with natural rose-buda,
wove a little myrtle-wreath for my hair, and
flung over my shonlders my shawl of rose-eolorsd
crape. I wore bat one ornament, the plain gold
cross, containing some of mother's beautiful hair,
whieh, sines pap* gave It me, on my last birthday,1 have been wearing next my heart. Now
suspended on my neck by its delicate chain, it
really looked very prettily.

u Cousin Elinor was escorted by a certain Mr.
Lincoln.or 'Tom Lincoln,' as everybody calls
him.for whom I snapsot she has a partiality; he
certainly adores her I was attended by my grave }

cousin, the Doetor, might be Doctor Fanstus,
by the awe with whlefc ha still inspires me.

" In the box next MNti splendidly handsome
woman, abont tweaty-sight or thirty, I should
say. superbly dreeeed, mi all ablaxe with diamonds.She bowed fcmiliarly to my cousin, and
favored me with a brief scrutiny through her
double-barreled opera (lass, which I thought
rather impertineot, 0 VQeiat too near to make it
allowable. Walter told me th it this was Miss
Warrington, a great heiress, and a leader of fashion.thathe fell in with her brother and herself
in Italy, crossed the Alps, snd finally the Atlantic,with them.that she was a clever, but rather
a handsome woman, famous for her coquetries
and oou'iuests. lie visited her box between the
aete, and 1 oould but observe that his ooming gave
her lively pleasure, while he soon appeared fascinatedby her gay conversation and gracious manner.I hope he is not in oomplete thraldom there.
I do not believe that Miss Warrington can be
worthy of a heart so tn/bl# as hi,

" This morning, while we were is the mturioroom.listening t» flttitt's 'fine ptayhig, Walterforthe first time, oatling me oousin Louise, asked
leave to remark slightly ou my appearance of last
evening. I know j>ot how I could have suspected
him of such ah ingpertlaenoe, but ( thought he
w&s about to critioise my plain toilet, and, drawingmyself up, replied, coldly: llf it so please
you, sir.' ' Thence exclaimed,11 must say that
in mv eve. vosr dress was bv far the most taste-

fu! and hcnutifal im the house It «u soft, simple,
classical, pos*ioal--it was' 'Ah, that will

«lo,' I cried, interrupting him ; 'the wearer is alreadyinfinitely your debtor!'
" After this, 1 suppose I was in a particularly

obliging mood, for when, on Kliuor's leaving the
piano, Woltov spoks to me for the first time of
the recitation he IMP* accidentally heard on the
day of his arrival, ant plead for something in the
same style, 1 sat down at once, and gave him that
proud '^,.0 vi Stoat **,' as-*ell as i knew
how. He professed unbounded delight, both by
word and look. How I wish I could believe him !
But it seems too much to believe, knowing, as 1
do, that he has just come from hearing the greatestsingers and actors in the world.''

i will quote no more from the letters of Louise,
but must tell her story in my own briefer way.
Yet, ntre notu, dear reader, you do not lose much,
for those letterB fropi New York by no means

grew in piquancy dhd interest. Pauline complained,indeed, that they were shorter and came

less frequently than at first, and observed that
the name of Walter Elwards now seldom ap-
peared in those " few-and-far-between" horn-
dispatches. That some unfortunate coldness had
arisen, to the detriment of proper cousinly regard,Pauline may have thought at New Haven,
bat appearances at New York were decidedly
against such a supposition. In truth, most pleas-
ant and familiar relations bad gradually grown
up between the two.an intimacy all the closer,
it seemed, for the native reserve and sensitiveness
of both. During the winter mornings, they read
and sang; and when the sunny days came, rode
and walked together, always in the full companionshipof bnght thoughts, the unison of a commonand ever-increasing happiness. Ere Bbe was

aware, Louise had passed into a new and larger
life j she .breathed a diviner yet olearer atmosphewo,tblJeepss : -m^tor'es ef her nature took
Smij'iesi Iituituunt^ ioi«nt«, iu«

qniok-vanishing dreanm of her early girlhood,
took fair familiar shapes, and led her daily walk ;
and when the spring came there was in her heart
a spring-time of softer sunshine, and deeper
bloom, and more entrancing song.

it may also be true that.
" in the spring a ymng man's fancy lightly turns to

thoughts of love."

Certain it is, that, like the hero of u Locksley
Hall," Mr. Walter Edwards felt " all the current
of his being" setting towards his oousin. Thus
it happened that, as one evening, after Louise had
been singing his favorite, ' The Love-Song of
Montrose".

44 Do yon subscribe to the rash philosophy of
these lines?" he asked, reading the verse

" ' Hs either fears his fate too uuoh,
Or his desert is small,

Who dare not put it to the touch,
And gain,or lose It all.' "

"Most assuredly, Cousin Walter. I do not call
li ram,' our Drave anu true."

" Then you must not chide me, if I aa boldly
ae reverently utter fateful worda which may never
be recalled, and Bay.and aay.that I love you,
dear Louise, I love you, and"
What might have been the conclusion of thia

sentence ia a matter for the vaguest con jecture
for, at that instant, good, unsuapeoting Mr. Edwardsoame up and interrupted the oolloquy of
the oousins with some pleasant little bon-mot.so
all was over^for that night at least.

In the morning. Mr. and Mrs. J^jnu-ds went
out of town for a few days; Louistwid not oare

to shut herself up in her chamber; Elinor was

taking a lesson in the music room ; Walter was

probably in the library, aud of oourae she oould
not go there; the parlors were too gorgeously
iraolate, so she strolled into the conservatory.
uided by some marvellous intuition, or it may

possibly have been by the directions of the servants,Walter found her ont and joined her. She
iras bending over a pot of dark-purple pansiea,
nbaling their fragrance, as he entered, and, lookingup, she aaid, quietly.
u This simple flower is my favorite of sll the

Rowers that live. My mother so loved pansies.
the had them near her to the last, and we have
(uite covered her grave with them."
Walter had bent to pluck a bunch, and, aa he

keld them towards her, said.
" Then, Louise, can anything add to their

iearaeas ?"
" I do not know," she replied, blushing, " but I

;hink not."
" Are you sure that nothing can take from their

Hicredneee ?"
" Yes, quite sure," she answered, with a smile.
Then, after pressing them to his lips, he said,

n a deep, low tone, "I have kiesed them with my
ove upon my lips.new will you take them 1"

Those larne blue eves were oast down, the
iweet face of LoaiM rapidly palfd and Hushed ;
Walter ooold scarcely bear, as he bent over her,
he marmured " Yee".Imi iht look the }toweri.
hen, ere another word could be spoken, she
uraed, flew through the hall and up the stairs,
ike a poor, frightened bird.
A little vexed, and a great deal pleased, Watersauntered into the library, took up a book and

etired to a fovortte seat, behind the heavy velvet
lurtaina, in the deep embrasure of a southern winlow.He bad not been long there ensoonoed,
shoo two lively, ehatty young ladies, nieces of
ds father's, were shewn into the library.just
he last persons whom be oared to meet on that
>artioular morning.so he resolved to remain
*rdu.
" Cousin Louise/' as they affectionately called

ier, soon joined them, bringing Elinor's exousen

L.oulse was a poor gossip that morning. Walter
ould but pity her abstraction, and was happy
hat It seemed to escape the notice of her visiters
Is fixed his thoughts, as intently as he found it

eerible, on the book before him, and tookno heed
f the conversation to which he was an nnintenisnallistener, until his own name struck his ear.

"I assure yen, Miss Preston," said Mini Sallie

VilsoUj "thnt Cult Wfilter find Miss War-

rington ar« engaged. I have it from th« bMt authoritythat she nursed him when he sprained hi*
ankle on the Appenines, and that he in return
eared her life on the Alpe. On crossing the Atlantic,they came near being wrecked ; and when
they eipected to go down every minute, they
were betrothed.at least, they rowed they would
die in each other's arms.''

" It is all qnite true.I am absolutely certain,"
said Miss Marie; ' and I know that Miss Warrington'sand our mantuamaker, Madame Beaudeau,expects the order for the wedding dresses
erery day."
Smothering his laughter as beet he oould, at

the recital of this comical romance, so utterly new
to him, Walter impatiently sat out the remainder
of the call, which, happily for Louise, was not
long That poor silly girl, after seeing her visit-
era off, hastened to her chamber, locked the door,
and began rapidly walking the room, murmuring
bitterly." Fool, fool that I hare been, to believe
for a moment that he truly and seriously loved
me!.me, a little, ptalu, igwenmt, bsuhfui Yankee
girl! He was ouly playing with my affections,
pour paster It temps, as he would say la his miserable,heartless French. 1 will go home to father
and Frederic, or to Pauline and Ernest.they
only can love me.they have somehow grown into
the habit of loving me. Oh, I never should have
left home! I have no other plaoe in the wide
world."
A knock at the door!
" Mr. Walter Bends his compliments, and would

Miss Preston be pleased to walk in the Park this
fine morning ?"

" No. Tell him I must beg to be eveused "

Louise had received a letter from her sister by
that morning's mail, at the close of which Pauline
wrote.

" When 1 put little Ernest to bed this evening,
as I kissed him good night for you, he asked so

touchiugly, 'When Lulu come home, mamma?
Emit not see her for such a many Jays /'
"I have just come from looking at him in his

sleep. He seems a little restless, and his oheek it
rather too hot. I am apprehensive of the scarlet
fever, which has appeared in the neighborhood.
But don't be troubled.he is not really ill"

Louise read this, at first, with Bcaroe one thrill
of fear. She idolized the child, but felt that he
could not die. She was all too happy for a

thought of death. But now she resolved to go to
him at once; and when she joined her cousins at
lunch, she announced her determination of returningto New Haven by the evening boat, statingthat she was called home by the illness of
Pauline's child.
AO, L.OU1BC! l-iOOUC!

"If you really must go, oousin, brothar Walter
will of oourae accompany you," said Elinor.
"It is quite needless." replied Louise, somewhatcoldly; "indeed, I would rather he should

not take the trouble. 1 am oertalnly enough of a

traveller to journey so short a distance alone."
"At least, you will allow me to see you to the

boat?" said Walter, wounded"*to the bouI, «urprisedand offended by the distrust and jealousy
which he read only too well Louise somewhat
more graciously thanked him, gave assent, and
returned to her chamber to pack her trunks. Elinorand Walter both accompanied her to the
boat. From the first she parted with some tears
but Pauline herself, in her proudest days, oould

~*H,"« » - « « w ni'je supreme muiuerencethan she assumed in taking leave of Walter.
She shook hands c&relesaly with him at the oabiu
door, and did not even oast a look after him, as he
led his sister to the carriage.

It was not till the night had closed in, and the
boat was well under way, that Louise stole out
on deck. There, standing opart, leaning against
the railing, she looked into the dark water, and
shed fast bitter tears. She thought of all the
winter past, the happiest, dearest time of her life;
she thought of Walter, of the evening before, and
his words of love ; of the morning and his pansies,so burdened with kisses.and how she too
had kissed them, and hid them in her bosom.
Shame and anger burned in her cheek at this remembrance.She oaught them out, and would
have tlung them into the sea, but that she felt
something harder than their slight stems in her

I. W.. n.na. akl.h I...I k.
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come unfastened from its chain. With a shudder
at having so nearly lost this sacred treasure, she
replaced it in her bosom, and with it the pansier
"Might it not be an omen of good?" she asked
her heart.
Seeing that the night had grown darker, and

fesling a few large rain-drops on her forehead,
Louise returned to the cabin, flung herself on her
birth, and finally slept. She was awakened by
the cabin maid, who informed her that they had
reached Mew Haven, in her thoughtless haste,
she had never autioipated landing in the dark
and the rain, and now felt utterly dismayed. It
wanted yet some hours of morning, and she had a

long ride into the eounfry before her. Hastily
tying oa her bonnet, and wrapping her oloak
about her, she passed along with the other passengersto the gangway. Here she found a crowd
of men and boys, from whom she shrank in childish,speechless timidity. While looking around
in tearful entreaty for an officer of the boat, or

some kind stranger who would befriend her for a

few moments by calling a carriage and attending
to her baggage, she suddenly felt ber arm drawn
within that of a gentleman at her side. With a

screstn on her lips, she turned and looked into
the smiling face of Walter Edwards! He led or

rather bore her to a carriage near by, whereon
her trunks were already deposited, handed her
in out of the storm.out of all storms, for he sat

down beside her, and held her hand in his.

Now, my deer reader, I know not what your
wishes m*y be, but 1 ehould not feel justified in
following Louise and Welter into that oerrUge,
end reporting everything they said on their way
to the pretty oountry home of Erneat and Panline.Louise, however, has been known to affirm
that she said little eicept to ask Walter's forgiveness

for her jealous distrust, and that he said little
after asking pardon for having allowed her to

teach herself so severe a lesson. Yet I do not
think that they dozed through the long ride, nor

do I believe that their conversation was altogetherdry and uninteresting, for when they reached
" Sweetbriar cottage," at early breakfast time,
Walter's One faoe looked remarkably fresh and
bright, and Louise, though she was all blushes
and glsd smiles, bore the traces of recent tears
on her fair checks and long, golden eye-lashes
Feeling that Pauline, after the first surprise of
our arrival, was looking at her rather too search-
ingly, she oeught up little F.rneet, (who, by the
by, has not had the soarlet fever to this day.) and
commenced an animated conversation with him. '

Ah, that was a bad move, Louise 1 for the child,
tenderly wiping her eyes with his pinafore, cried
out, pitifully.

" See, mamma, see! poor Luln cry !" '
In about a fortnight.1 am not sure, though, I

that it was more than ten days from this morn-

1*1.Louise was sitting on the simplest and pret- '

tiest of sofas in Pauline's little parlor, and (I have
good authority for tho BMortioa) with hor bead I

drooped on Walter*! ehonlder, or rather on hia <

brenet, while ho waa eoftly laying book the rich l

moaaee of ahiaiag hair froa hor forehead, aad i

talking to hor In low tonoa.for tho poor ohild i

had headache! Paulino, who waa proaent, I
no.ad buy with a.o papain at bar writing- i

ink. |

.. iiniA.

" May I aek*what jou are smiling OTer so archly,Cousin Pauline7" said Walter.
"Oh, nothing bat a little passage in one of

Louise's old letters."
" Ah, read it, pray," he exclaimed
And Pauline read.
"In truth, Dr Walter Edwards is a very fine

person.a grand person, I should even say.one
who has done full justice to his native talent and
admirable opportonites. I admire him certainly,
but I doubt whether I thall ever eom> near enough to
htm to like kimP

Louise was married at the home of her father
and brother, one golden evening, early in September.Then met together a most delightful,
though a strictly family, party. There was Cap
Uin Preston, somewhat paler and thinner than of
old, and with a shade of sadness on his yet handsomeface, but, nevertheless, looking the proud
and happy father. There were the grand-parents.Fredericand his noble wife, with the Ellsworths.Ernestand Pauline.the children.Mr
and Mrs. Edwards.Kliuer and torn Ltnoetn,
(now betrothed) mud ueorge, the /oung Collegian
The wedding was over. It was midnight, and

Captain Preston was alone in his room.Dora's
loom, that " pleasant chamber which looked out
on the sea " Ho stood in the soft moonlight, beforethe window, where, long years ago, he had
seen her stand, waving her last farowell; and now,
with flowing tears and great yearnings of the
heart for the early lost, but ever lored one, he
murmured.
"Ilare 1 been faithful to your charge, my

Dora 1 Do you look with me on the happiness of
our children ? "
And there, in the stillness and loneliness of the

night, an oaeuranoe came to him, roioeless, mysterious,but sweet and blessed, beyond what words may
tell, and he knew that Dora was with him.withinthe circle of his arms.leaning her head against
his heart, and smiling into his eyes, as in the dear
old time.

Louise has become reconciled to the elegance and
luxury which once almost dismayed her.adaptedherself with true womauly tact to many of the
forms and fashions once so wearisome and distastefulto her, and all without the loss of the early
freshness,' truth, and simplicity, of her character.
She still speaks with a sort of playful awe of her
" splendid husband," and can nerer cease to wonderwhat he found in her to admire and lore. <

But to others, there is little mystery in the mat- '

ter.
The brothers and sisters spend a few happy

weeks together every year, at the old seaside
home, which has received so many picturesque «

additions, has been so be-winged and be-trellised. 1
that it looks like a small congregation of summerhouses.
Oh, mothers, do you truly behove that Dora i

was dead through all th< . years ? c

icorvaionr iaccaau by tub author.i 1

For the National Kra.

UiVCLE TOM'S CABIN:
or, 1

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 1

by m*h h. a. btowk.

Chapraa III..Tht lintbaml and Father.
Mrs. Shelby had gone on h«T visit, and Kll&a

stood in the verandah, rather dejectedly looking
after the retreating oarriage, when a hand was
laid on her joulder. She turned, and a bright
smile lighted up her fine eyes.

" George! is it you 7 How you frightened me !
Well, I'm so glad you's come; missis is gone to
spend the afternoon, 90 come into my little room,
and we'll have the time all to oui jjlves."
Saying this, she drew him into a neat little

ip&rtment opening on tho verandah, where she
generally sat at her sewing, within oall of her
mistress.
"How glad I ami why don't you smile? and

look at Harry.how he grows." The boy stood
shyly regarding his father through his curls,
holding close to the skirts of his mother's drees.
" Isn't he beautifal 7" said Elin, lifting his long
ourls and kissing him.

"i wisn neu never oeen norn," sain ueorge,
bitterly. " 1 wish I'd never been born myself I "

Surprised and frightened, Eliza eat down,
leaned her head on her husband's shoulder, and
burst into tears. (

44 There now, Eliza, It's too bad for me to make |

yotf feel so, poor girl," said ho, fondly, " it's too 1
bad. Ob, how I wish you never had seen me.you
might have been happy I"

" George ! George I how can you talk so.what
dreadful thing has happened, or is going to hap- f

pen ? I'm sure we've been very happy till lately." 41

44 So we have, dear," said George. Then drawing
his child on his knee, he gszed intently on his u

glorious dark eyes, and passed his hands through tl
his long curls. |

41 Just like you, Eliza, and you are the hand- b

somest woman I ever saw, and the beat one I ever

wish to see, but oh, I wish I'd never seen you, nor fl
you me!"

44 Oh, George ! how can you !"
44 Yes, Eliza, it's all misery t misery t misery I *

My ilfe is bitter m wormwood.the very life is

burning out of me I in a poor, miserable, forlorn <1

drudge; I shall only drag you dow«. witn me, 0

that's all. What's the «« Of our trying to do "

anythii.#, * /"»(? 10 know anything, trying to bs

anything? What's the use of living7 I wish I H
wm dead ! " n

"Oh, now, dear George, that ie really wicked. "

I know how jou f-rl about loeing your place in .

the factory, and you have a hurd master, but pray |
be patient, and perhape something " a

" Patient!" said he, interrupting her, " haven't n

I been patient? Did I say a word when he oame

and took me away, for no earthly reason, from the t

place where everybody waa kind to me? I'd paid
him truly every cent of my earnings.and they '

all aay I worked well." ,

" Well, it it dreadful/' said Elixa; « but, after .

all, he is your muter, you know !" ,

" My master I and who made him my muter ? a

That's what I think of.what right hu he to me ? 1

I'm a man as much as he is.I'm a better man '

than he ie.I know more about business than he

does.I'm a better manager than he is.I can

read better than he ean.I can write a better

band, and I've learned It all myself, and no thanks
lo him.I've learned It In spite of him.and now

what right has he to make a dray-horse of me.
to take me from thlogs I oan do, and do better tj
than be can, ana j>ui me 10 wore mat »nj uur»e ^
can do? II* trie* to do It.he mji he'll bring
me down end humble mo.and he puU mo to juot »

the herdoot, meanest, end dirtiest work, on pur- ^
poM I "

"Oh, George I George ' jou frighten me! Why, s!
nerer hoard you Ulk eo.I'm afraid you'll do

toraething dreadful. 1 don't wonder at your feelingsat all; but oh, do be oareful.do, do.for my
who, for Iiarry'a t"

" 1 have boon oareful, and I hare been patient,
rat it's growing worse and worn, fleahend blood
jan't boar it any longer.erery ohaaoe he oaa got
o insult and torment mo ho taken I thought I
wuid do my work well and hoop on quiet, and hart
tome time to read and lanrn ont of work hour*; but
hamorohosaaalonndo, thamornholondson. Ho
ya that though I don't aay anything, he aesa i'ra t;

;ot the Peril in ma, and ho maa. to badng It ont;

and one of these days it will eome oat in a way
that he won't like, or I'm mistaken "'

"Oh, dear, what shall we do?" said F.'iia,
mournfully!
"It wm only yesterday," mid George, " as I

was busy loading stones into a cart, that young
mase'r Tom stood there, slashing his whip so near
the horse that the creature was frightened. I
asked him to stop, as pleasant as I could.he just
kept right on. I begged him again, and then he
turned on me and he»»n striking m» I K.-i,t k;«

hand, and then he screamed and kicked and ran
to his father, and told him that f was fighting
him. lie came in a rape, and Raid he'd teach me
who was my master , and he tied me to a tree, and
cut switches for young master, and told him that
be might whip me till he was tired.and he did
Jo it. If 1 don't make him remember it some
time!" and the brow of the young man grew dark,
ind his eyes burnt with an expression that made
bis young wife tremble. "Who made this man

my master.that's what 1 want to know V he
laid.

' Well,- eSid Elita, moirnfhily, "I alwayethought that I must obey my isl.w .» ! mistress,
or 1 couldn't be a Christian
"There is some sense in it in your ease-.they

hare brought you up like a child, fad you, clothed
jrou, indulged you, and taught you, so thai you
hare a good education.that is some ronton why
they Bhould claim you. Jlut I hare been kicked
»nd cuffed and sworn at, and at the best only let
alone; and what do I owe? Prepaid for all my
keeping a hundred times orer. I tron't bear it
No, 1 won't,n he said, clenching his hand with a
firece frown.

Elixa trembled, and was silent. She had nerer
seen her husband in this mood before, and her
gentle system of eihics seemed to bend like a reed
in the surges of such passions.t; You know poor little Carlo, that you gareme," added George; u the creature has been about
all the comfort that I re had. He has slept with
inA nitvhfa tanrl ««« ». .1-.-

kind#' looked at me hh if he understood how I
felt. Wall, the other doy I was just feeding him
with a few old scraps 1 picked up by thg kitchen
door, aud maas'r came along, and said I was feedinghim up at hie expense, and that he couldn't
afford to hare every nigger keeping his dog, aud
ordered me to tie a stone to hiH neck aud throw
him in the pond."

" Oh, George, you didn't do it ? "
"Do it? not I; hut he did. Muse'r and Tom

pelted the poor drowning oreature with stones.
poor thing, he looked at me so mournful, an if he
wondered why 1 didn't save him. i had to take
a dogging because i wouldu't do it myself. I don't
care. Mass'r will find out that I'me one that
whipping wont tame My day will como yet, if
he don't look out."

" What are you going to do ? Oh, George,
lon't do anything wicked; if you only trust in
iod, and try to do right, he'll d-lirer you."
"1 a nt a Christian like you, Kliza; my heart s

ull of bitterneas; I oan't trust in God. Why
loea he let things be so ? "
"Oh, George, we must have fhith. Mistress

inyn that when all things go wrong to us, we must
elieve that God is doing the very est."
" That's easy to say for people > tat are sitting

m their sofas and riding in their mages ; but
et 'em be where I am, I guess t'would come some
larder. 1 wish I could be good, but my heart
>urna, and can't be reconciled, tnyhow.you
louldn't in nay place.you cau't now, If I tell
rou all I've got to Bay. You don't know the
vhole yet."
"What can be coming now !" la
i; Well, lately maas r hoe been saying that be

vas a fool to let me marry off the place, that he
mtes Mr. Shelby an<l all hia tribe, because they
ire proud, nnd hold their head* up above him,
and that I've .got proud uottoaa (rum you and he
iays he wont let rrrvrat iwnnvr mwre,and that ,
ubu.ll r«k« a 1" pi IT pi,mm.
At ftrat he only {coldei jumbled thee*
things, but yeatewfsW bS Void Mft Out 1 ahould
take Mlna for a with, wad Wktt* iVwwn in a cabin
with her, or he would sett ma down rivet"

44 Why.but you were married to me, by the
minister, as much aa if you'd been & white man 1"
said Elisa, eimply.
"Don't yon know a slave can't ba married?

There la no law in this country for that; I oan't
hold you for my wife, if maas'r chooses to part
us. That's why I wish I'd never seen you.why
I wish I'd never been born.it would have been
better for us both.It would have been better for
this poor child if he had never been born. Alt
this may happen to him ret! "

" Oh, but master is ao kind !"
M Yes, but who knows.he may die.and theu

he may be sold to nobody knows who. Whst
pleasure is it that he is handsome, and smart, an i
bright? I tell yon, Rlii*, that a sword will pierce
through your soul for every good and pleasant
thing your child is or has.It will makchiui worth
too much for you to kaep I"
The words smote heavily on Klisa's heart, the

vision of the trader oama before her eyes, and, as

if some one had struok her a deadly blow, she
turned pale and gasped for breath. She locked
nervously out on the verandah, where the boy,
lired of the grave conversation, bad retired, and
where be was riding triumphantly up and down
>n Mr. Shelby's walking stick. She would have
ipokeo to tell her husband her fears, but checked
terseIf.
No, no; he has enough to bear, poor fellow, she

bought. No, I wont tell him besides, it ain't
ime missis never deceives us.

"So Eliss, my girl," said the husband, mourn

ally, " bear up uow and good bye, for i am goug."
u Going, George? Going where 7 "

"To Canada," eaid he, straightening himself
p ; "and when I'm there I'll buy you; that's all
he hope that'e left us You have a kind master,
hat won't refuse to sell you I'll buy you uud the
oy.God helping me, I will! "

" Oh, dreadful! if you should be taken "

"I won't be taken.Elisa, I'll dr. first. I'll be
ree or I'll die! "

"You won't kill yourself!"
" No need of that! they will kill me fast

oough, they never will get me down the river
llve!"
" Oh, George, for my do tie careful! don't

lo »ny«fc«»R wicked.don't lay hands on yourself
r anybody else I you sre tempted too much.loo
inch; but don't.go you must.but go carefully,
rudently; pray God to help you."
" Well, then, Elisa, hear my plan. Maes'r took

»Into his head to send me right by here with a
ote to Mr. Symuiea, that lives a mile pant. 1 beievehe expected I should come here to tell you
rhat I have.it would please him if be thought it
rouid aggravate (Shelby's folks,' as ha calls 'em.
'm going home quite reeignod, you understand,
s if all was over. I've got so ne preparations
oade.and there are those that will help me, and
n the course of a week or so I shall he among the
listing some day. Pray for me, Kiisa perhaps
he good Lord will hear you."
"Oh, pray yourself, George, and go trusting In
Ilm.then you won't do anything wicked."
" Well now, Rood byi," said George, holding

Lisa's bands, and faxing into her eyes without
loving They stood silent.theu thers were last
rorda and sobs and bitter weepiug.suoh parting
a those may make wboee hope to meet again in u
be spider's web.tad the husband and wife were
eurted.

11 o s> coirrtNUKD ]
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LET IIS GO TO WORK.
Tbe articles published in the Era some moatha

Inoe, on tbe subject of organising tbe friends of
barty, bare a tiled out many approving proposiuna,but ao far aa oan be aeen no plau bus yet
een adopted.
Thousands are anxious for a concentration of

11 that agree upon tbe main question, while other
>plos press themselves Into our notice and threatnis divide as.
Ths anti-slavery element may be divided into

Ix parte.
1. The first is a small, but sealous and talent

d party that oharge all tbe evils of slavery upon
ar Coastltntion and the Union of the States, and
aalat upon a dlaaolntion of the Union as tbo best
stnedy for this great evil. This party usually
efaasa to vote or take eny part In tbe political
Dovements of tbe day.
2. Tbe eeoond la a small politioal party, who

tellers that under our Constitution Congress baa
tower to abolish slavery la the States This petyis not large, but exerts* great intlueuee, being
sade np of tome ef the best aad ablest men or

e third is a kind of anti-slavery party,
kat is personlflsd in Seward and Qreelty, vary

[en rouara rang.]


